
Frinee. Ccmchither, francis. ‘ is H .1 
francis. }^y Lord. 

Prince. Haw long haftthou to 'lubhV// 
francis. f orfooth fiFeyeett?s£nd ^u- v , ; Ja 0 T 

Foynts. Trance ■ ^ OOy li?M‘' 033 jrii If}’// 

frame. Anon,anon,fu . .*-»::•! SLm ji. r ,i 

Fivc yeares .* berla'dy-a long liafe for the chinckin* 
of pewter.: But f rand A, dattft than befa valliatW!, as topi ay 
die coward with thy Indenture, and fheW ita-{a!^paire}<ijf 
heeles,and runne from it ? . 

franc is. O Lord fir i i’lebe fworne upon all theBookesin 
England^ I could find in my heart. ?: 

Poynes. fr anas. francis. Atlon fir, 

Printe.How old-art thou, Trances ? . 

Frw/^Let mefee, about iJMtthaclmKS next LfnaJl be — < 
Poynes.f rands. 

francis . Anon fir, pray you Say -a little^f ford. 

P but harki you Francis, for Sugar thouga- 

veft.roe,’di^as butapenfcywdrtfej y&ffen&e 1 1; ' : ' I miw 

i <- i <hr:.T 

givcjthee for it a thoufond pound, askernc 
when thou wilt,and thou fbaithav^ it. 

Boynes francis, Fr^«f*f.Auoil,anon. 

TxiMeJfafa-W#a arsfe i fold Francis'- but to morrow francis 
or Fr^»^on?Fhiirfeday:OTirnd^4d FM»f^when thou wilt 1 : 

But francis. . 

FiamLr.My Lord. :n<] 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Leathcrne Jcrkin,Giriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat-ring, puke-ftocking, Caddice-garter, 
Smooth-tongue, SpanilB-pouch' ? 

francis. O Lord fir, who doeyou meanc ? 

T ^Prince. Why then your Browne-baftard is your onely. 
drinke :ior looke you: francis ;■ your white canvaffe Doublet 
will iulley.In 'S^rWyifir, it cannot come to fomuch- 
Fr^.What fir.; Paynes. francis. 

Prime. Away you rogue,doft thou not Heare them call > 
f Htere they both t all him , the ‘Drawer ftands amazed, not 
knowing which way to goc, Enter Vintner. 
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Vint. What , ftandft thou ftilh and heareft iuch a calling i 
Innk- totheGhefts within.My Lord,old fir John with halie 
^ more are at the doreJhall I let them in ? 

5k tthem alonca while 3 aml then open^do^" 

the left oftheTheeves, are at the 

^^^SU^Wtba.take«c,wh* 
ctnming n*tch have yoii made with this jeft of the Drawer, 

come.wbat sthe xfiue ? , , r t c 

l>n I am now of all humor?, that have Hie wed tliemfelves 
humors .fince the old daies ofgood man lAdam , to the pupil 
age of this ,prcfent. Tweluea clocke at midnight. What s a 
elocke., francis ? 

francis. Aneri , anon fir ; 

Prin . That ever this fellow fhould have fewer words then 
aParrat,and yet thefon of a woman. His induftry is up ftaires 
and downs ftaires, his eloquence the parcel 1 of a reckoning. I 
am not yet of Perceys minde,the Hotjpur of the N orth,hs that 
kikmefome 6:or y.jAeaienoiScots at abreakfaft, wafhes his 
hands, and fayes to his wife, Fie upon this quiet life , I want 
work.O my fweet Harry fayes flic ! how many haft thbu kild 
today?Givemy,Roanhorfe.adrench(fayes he)and anfwers, 
fame fourteene,an. hour afterra trifie ,a trifle. I pret hse call in 
falftafe i file play ‘Percy, and that damn’d Erawne Ilia 11 play 
Dame Mortimer his w ife./£iw,faie$ the drunkard tcall in ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter F aljlajfe, 

Paynes .Welcome Packs-, where haft thou been ? 
falf, A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
itiary-and Amen : give mea cup of facke,Boy.E’re I lead this 
life longji’lefow nether ftocks.and mend them, and foot them 
too. A plague of all cowards jGive me a cup of lacke, rogue, is 
there no vertue extant ? 

_ ‘Prince. Didft thou never fee Titan kiffe a difii of butter ■ 
pi.ttifi.ill hearted Titan , that melted at the fweet tale oftite 
Sun ?• if thou didft^heu belaold that compound. 
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